The contention of the two famous Houfes t 

Alarms . They fight, and then enters fVarwicke and refines 
Richardyondthcn exeunt omnes. 

iA l nr mis ih II, and then enter Henry film. 

Hen . Oh gracious God of heaucn looke downs on vs. 

And fet fome cades to thefe inceflant griefes. 

How like a maftlcfle {hip vponthe feas, 

This wofull battaile doth continue ftill. 

Now leaning this way, now to that fide driue. 

And none doth know to whom the day will fall. 

Oh,would my death might ftay thefe ciuill iars * 

Would 1 had neuer raign*d,nor nere bene King. 

Margaret and Clifford, chide me from the field. 

Swearing they had bcft fucceflc when I was thence. 

Would God that I were dead,fb all were well. 

Or would my crswne fuffice,I were content 
T o yeeld it them, and Hue a priuate life. 

Enter a Soldiottr with a dead man in his armes . 

Soul, lllblowes thewinde that profits no body. 

This man that I haue flaine in fight to day. 

May be poffefled of fome ftore of crownes. 

And I will fearch to finde them if I can. 

But ftay ; methinkes it is my fathers face t 
Oh I,tis he whom I haue flaine in fight. 

From London was I preft out by the King, 

My father he came on the part of T write. 

And in this confluft I haue flaine my father : 

Oh pardon God,I knew not what I did. 

And pardon fatherjfor 1 knew thee not. 

Enter -another fildiour with a dead man, 
t.Soul.Wt there thou that fbughtft with me fb ftoutly. 

Now let me fee what ftore of gold thou haft. 

But ftay,methinks this is no famous face t 
Oh no.it is my fonne that I haue flaine in fight, , 

Cfb. 


Tor he and Lancaster* 

Oh monftrous times, begetting fuch euents, 

How cruell,bloudy,and ironous. 

This deadly quarrell daily doth beget. 

Poore boy, thy father gaue thee life too late. 

And hath bereau d thee of thy life too foone. 

King. Woe aboue woe,gricfe more then common griefe, 
Whil’ft Lyons warre and battaile for their dens, 

Poore Lambes do feele the rigour of their wraths : 

The red Rofc and the white are on bis face. 

The fatall colours of our ftriuinghoufes. 

Wither one Rofe,and let the other flourifb. 

For ifyou ftriue,ten thoufand Hues muft perifh. 

i .SoulMovt will my mother for my fathers death. 

Take on with me, and nere be fatisfide ? 

i..SouI.Hovj will my wife for (laughter ofmy fonne. 

Take on with me and nere be fatisfide ? 

King . How will the people now mifdecme their King, 

Oh would my death their mindcs could facisfie. 

i.Soul . Was cuer fonne fo rude, his fathers blood to fpill ? 
%.Soul. Was cuer father fo vnnaturall, his fonne to kill 
King.VJzs cuer King thus greeued and vexed ftill > 
i .Soul . lie beare thee hence from this accurfcd place, 

For woe is me to fee my fathers face. 

Exit with his father. 

t.Soul . lie beare thee hence, and let them fight that will * 
For I haue murdered where I fhould not kill. 

Exit with his fin 'ne. 

King.Wcepe wretched man, lie lay thee tcare rbr tcare, 
Here fits a Ki»g,as woebegon as thee. 

AlartnetyOnd enter the Queene. 

Qttfene . Away my Lord,t© Barwicke presently, , 

The day is loft, our friends are murdered. 

No helpe is left for vs, therefore away. 

Enter Prince Edward. 

Prww.Ohfather flie.our men haue left the field, 
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